Helen let out a happy sigh as she stepped away from her telescope and stared up into the heavens. Her friends had teased her about getting the telescope, claiming she'd use it to watch her neighbors like some sort of perv. That is when they weren't teasing her about her nerdy fascination with astronomy. Still, she couldn't help but love the stars. As her eyes scanned over the sky something stood out to her as odd. A pink light sparkled in the sky where it definitely shouldn't have. Furrowing her brow Helen focused her telescope on the light and let out an audible gasp. Hanging in the air in exactly the way a glitter-coated brick doesn't was a sparkling disk covered in pink throbbing lights.

----------

"Um . . . Like, Captain Lady Missi? The computer brain is done doin' the thinky stuff and junk!" The green-skinned girl twirled her long antenna around her finger as she turned to look at her captain with a vacant stare, legs parted wide and panties on display under the miniskirt of her shiny chrome uniform. Around her the bridge crew of various sexy alien bimbos, himbos, and fembois were all dressed similarly, the entire bridge drowning in neon pink lights.

"Huh? Oh, like, kewl!" The catgirl Captain Missi looked up from the porn displaying screen beside her and giggled. "Um, like, report, 'kay Miss Splat?"

"Wha? Oh, uh, like, sure! Um, the thingy says that like, lookin' at the Earthers theys like, rilly mean jerk faces!" Miss Splat, the green antennaed science bimbo frowned her puffy purple lips.

"Oh no! Tha's awful!" Captain Missi pouted.

"Inorite?! An' like, it says they's also rilly smart an' junk! Like, their Standardized Space Smartness Scale is like, three digits high on average!" Miss Splat's brows furrowed as she struggled to impart this difficult information.

"Whoa! Tha's like, rilly high an' junk, right?!" Captain Missi gasped!

"Yuh-huh! S'like, um . . . ." Captain Splat counted on her fingers for a moment then frowned and held up all ten of hers. "This many three times more than galactical standard!"

"Whaaaaaaaa'?! They're even smarter than you!" Missi couldn't help but giggle.

"Inorite?! No fair! Um, so like, the computer brain thingy says the mind numby thingy is a-author-allowed!" Splat struggled with the word then nodded solemnly to her captain.

"Whoa! Scary! Okay um, like, fire it then! Make 'em less scary smart meanie heads!" Captain Missi stood suddenly, pointing out dramatically, her large tits jiggling with the exaggerated motion.

"A'kay!" Miss Splat saluted then paused. "Um, like, how high should we set it?"

"Um . . . ." Captain Missi's brow furrowed. "I'unno? Like, rilly high, they's scary smart heads!"

"Yes Ma'am!" Miss Splat saluted again then turned to the big shiny simple buttons on her control panel. She carefully slowly pressed one at a time until an affirming beep sounded out from the console.

From the ship, bright pink rings of energy washed down onto the planet below. As they passed the population beneath was struck by a wave of mind-dampening energy that washed over their bodies, altering them all the way down to a genetic level. Across the Earth, the average IQ plummeted rapidly, humankind's knowledge and capacity for rational thought evaporating away like a drop of water on a frying pan.

"Um . . . Whoopsie! That mighta been too high! They's rilly rilly stoopid now!" Miss Splat giggled.

"Ooops! Oh well, like, whatever! S'fine, prolly! Anyways, like, um . . . what were we here for again?" Captain Missi blinked realizing she'd forgotten. The rest of the bridge crew blinked slowly and tried to think, but none of them were especially good at it, a few falling back to drooling as they tried. "Oh yeah! We gotta welcome them to the space community!" Missi giggled and the rest of the crew looked relieved. Their captain was so smart! Though a few were still left drooling, their minds stuck on the problem and not noticing the resolution.

----------

"There's a UFO up there, you have to believe me! Please! I know it sounds crazy but just look in the sky!" Helen was running through downtown, desperately trying to get anyone to listen to her to no success so far. She'd stopped to catch her breath a moment when the ship's ray hit her. Her eyes crossed as alien technology assaulted her brain and her genes. Memories degraded, knowledge faded, a fog settled in over her thoughts as her IQ dropped out from under her.

"Wha? H-hel-m-me . . . feel . . . uh . . . hed . . . fuzzi?" Helen blinked slowly and tried to focus her diminished mind. She'd been worried about something but couldn't quite place it. Looking around she saw everyone else in a similar daze. Nearby a car crashes into a wall and the drivers stumble out. A woman nearby stares at a chalk drawing of an ice cream cone outside a local shop before trying to lick it. Another keeps trying to walk into a shop. Her face smacking against the glass door again and again as she fails to comprehend glass. Everywhere are glassy dull stares and slacked jaws coated with drool.

"L-liiiiight? Light! Sky!" The recollection pierces Helen's foggy brain and she points up at the stars then blinks. She loses herself staring at the stars. Gone is the recollection of which is 'wrong' gone is the knowledge of star names and constellations. In their place is left one thought. "Pretty lights!"

A strange sound pulled Helen out of her drooling and staring at the stars. Something in her pocket was making noises at her! She awkwardly pulled it out and blinked at the bright light coming from her phone! As her eyes adjusted she looked in fascination, staring at the massive cleavage of a giggling bimbo catgirl speaking over the phone.

"Like, hi peoples of Earth! So, like, sorry we had to, like, make ya super stoopid an' junk but, you don' mind right?" The catgirl giggled and twirled her hair. Helen nodded vaguely at her phone, staring at the tiny sexy lady inside it. "So, um, like, don' worry! We's gonna like, take over an' like, make you part of like . . . the space government thingy! It'll be super cool! We can hang out for, like, forever."

"Tiny gurl hawt . . . ." Helen mumbled, a bit of drool dribbling onto her phone. Around her others were looking at their phones in a similar daze. A few were stuck turning in place, confused by the sound coming out of their pocket. A few stare at the tiny figure in the phone and try shaking it to free her or start licking the screen.

"So, like, we'll be down soon, 'kay?" The phone transmission clicked off and Helen was left wondering why she was staring at the shiny black rectangle. She barely noticed as the spinning pink saucer slowly touched down nearby, too lost and confused to think anything of it.

----------

Drool dripped onto Helen's ample chest as she stood placidly in line. She didn't know why she was standing in line, but she didn't care. She simply stared slack-jawed at the rounded ass of the person ahead of her, slowly shuffling with the movement of the line, while the person behind her did the same.

When her time finally came Helen found herself standing in front of an impromptu desk. Behind the desk sat a bored-looking dull-eyed fox girl.

"Like, hi. Um, so, like, I'm yer new job decider person an' junk. Like, we know yer rilly rilly rilly dumb now an junk but, like, can you give your qualification thingies or whatever?" The fox girl idly checked her nails, barely paying attention to the drooling moron staring at her cleavage.

"Um . . . gurl . . . hawt . . . !" Helen managed to drawl out. She was completely captivated staring at the sexy alien woman in front of her.

"Yeah, whatever, so like, you wanna do sex stuff or somethin'?" The fox girl rolled her eyes at the moron even she found slow.

"Sex? Me like sex . . . !" A big goofy grin spread over Helen's face as she considered the idea of sex. She was fairly sure remembered how that worked at least!

"'kay, whatevs. Gimme yer hand." The fox girl reached out for Helen's hand, but getting no response simply grabbed her wrist and stamped something on the back of her hand. "Like, follow that line dumbass." She gestured in one direction then gave Helen a smack on the ass to get her moving the right way.

Soon Helen was shuffling alongside more drooling morons. This group seemed slightly more active than some though, eagerly rubbing at themselves and each other. Gradually Helen picked up on the motions and started to imitate it, slowly rubbing her crotch with one hand and groping her breast with another as she shuffled along. Some were actively trying to fuck each other but couldn't wrap their brains around the concept of clothing and thus were left helplessly dry humping one another through the fabric.

What happened after that was a bit of a blur for Helen's feeble brain, to be honest. More shuffling around. More sexy aliens to lust after saying words she couldn't understand. Some poking and prodding, some stripping, and finally being lead onto the big pretty pink shiny ship!

Helen continued to drool on herself as she stared out the window of the ship, unconcerned with what happened around her. As the ship started to lift into the air a dull part of her brain wondered how before dismissing the question as too hard. After all, how did anything do anything? Helen certainly didn't know and found the flight no more confusing and remarkable than falling leaves, or water making things wet. However, as the ship left the atmosphere she gasped and squealed at what she saw out the window. "Pretty staaaaars!" Helen giggled stupidly, absolutely captivated by the tiny lights.

----------

Years later and Helen, now just 'H' was staring out another window full of stars. Glitter Star Space Mall was an especially popular space station these days and had been a perfect new home for many members of the far-flung humankind. Humans could be seen around the station, sold as pets, or kept around for their sexual services. Some were even being milked in the food court! The humans hardly cared what role they were used for, they didn't care about much at all besides satisfying their various appetites. To H's simple brain the neon-drenched giant space mall was a paradise, and her giggly dimwitted superiors in the galactic community were nearly god-like in their brilliance and command of simple buttons and two-syllable words. Most especially, H liked the stars!

She stood there staring out the window for quite some time. Drool dribbled onto her now-massive chest, enhanced with hormonal therapies that had changed her from a slightly average girl with slightly above average libido to an absolute sex beast with a ravenous need between her legs. Nearby other humans were enjoying themselves. A pair of aliens struggled to pull two humping humans apart by the leashes they wore. Another alien bimbo was letting her pet human hump her leg as she drank a milkshake of dubious origin in the food court. In a back alley, a few stray humans were left rutting like animals unsupervised. Nobody cared all that much in the mall.

When an alien bimbo with blue sparkling skin and four arms approached, H barely even registered her existence, so captivated with the stars. However, the moment that bimbo put a coin in the slot in H's collar and a little chime went off it was like a floodgate opened in her tiny brain. Pavlovian training took over and H dropped to her knees and started to kiss, nuzzle, and lick between the alien's legs with a passionate need right there in the middle of the mall food court. "Gawd, like, I love humans so much!" The alien cooed and stroked H's hair as her eyes rolled back.
